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bombed and cut by the Japanese. Trains took anything
from five to seven days to make the journey; you might
even be turned out of them altogether and compelled to
spend the night in an obscure provincial village. A lady
who had just arrived from Hankow had assured him that
she wouldn't make the trip again for ten thousand pounds.
'Not, of course', the Consul added, smiling, cthat I want to
discourage you.'
We protested that we weren't discouraged—that the
air-raids would help to pass the time, and a night in the
paddy-fields would provide excellent copy. Nevertheless,
as we approached the Canton railway station, I began to
cast nervous glances at the sky. It was a warm, windless
evening—perfect weather for the Japs.
Along the road near the line hundreds of coolies squatted
humbly in the dust: these, it appeared, never aspired to
get on to the platform at all. Only, at the very last mo-
ment, when everybody of any consequence was already
on board, they might be allowed to scramble over the fence
and mingle in one desperate fighting rush for the few re-
maining places in a cattle-truck. Many of them, obviously,
would be left behind. Several would very likely break an
arm or a leg.
The station building was small, shabby, and crammed
with soldiers. It smelt very bad indeed. A group of police
officers in smart blaefc*and-silver uniforms challenged us
smilingly* But they didn't want to see our tickets, or even
our passports; they merely demanded from each of us a
visiting-card. These cards, somebody told us later, are the
perquisites of the officials who collect them; they like to
show them to their wives, and boast about the interesting
people they have met*
Thanks to the influence of Governor Wu, our reserva-
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